THE ENGLISH REBEL

O.G.P.U. men came aboard and Jackson was very
promptly arrested.

In vain did he protest that his sole object in
coming to Russia was to join his happy comrades.
No notice was taken of his entreaties and his intro-
duction to the New Russia was a filthy prison.

Jackson was flung into a damp, dark cell which he
shared with nineteen others. Most of his fellow-
prisoners were priests, for the persecution of the
clergy had just started and many priests remaining
in Russia were arrested and flung into prison on
some pretext or other. The prisoners were given
no exercise and their food was revolting. The
morning meal consisted of black bread, which lasted
the inmates until midday, when an evil-looking
soup was served. Fred Jackson gave me a vivid
description of this revolting mess. It appeared to
be made of grass and to add nourishment fish heads
were added. For a time the spectacle of the fish
eyes floating about in the thin mess turned Jackson
right off his food. In the meantime, however, his
companions in misfortune showed themselves only
too anxious to relieve him of his ration, and eventually
Jackson was forced by hunger to accept the diet.
Poor fellow! A long subsequent experience of
Russia under Communism convinced him that
England was not so bad after all.

Probably the fact that Russia wanted no trouble
with Britain saved Jackson's life. Executions were
frequent during his stay in prison, and time and
again when the guards visited his cell he thought